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1.

Xavier knew he was in trouble. He had been ambushed by a group of vicious goblins who had quickly overpowered him and tied him to a tree. He watched in horror as they rummaged through his traveling bag, tearing out his belongings and throwing them to the ground. He had nothing of value, nothing that would appease the goblins and spare his life.

"Where is the gold?" the goblin leader demanded, looming over Xavier.

"I don't have any gold," Xavier replied, trying to remain calm. "Just my magic supplies and books."

The goblin sneered at him. "You lie. You humans always have gold. Give it to us now or suffer the consequences."

Xavier shook his head. "I'm telling you the truth. I'm a mage, not a wealthy merchant. I have nothing of value to you."

The goblins continued their search, growing angrier by the minute. Xavier's heart raced as he feared for his life. He was no match for these brutal creatures, and he knew that his chances of escape were slim.

Just as he thought it was the end for him, a flash of silver caught his eye. A man on horseback had arrived, his sword at the ready. No, it was not a man. Though the rider held a sword high and wore the finest armor Xavier had ever seen, she was most definitely a woman.

With grace and skill, she sent her sword clean through the neck of one goblin. The other shrieked as the blade pierced his eye, sending yellow puss spilling from the socket. The goblin fell to the dirt writhing in agony.

"Thank you," Xavier breathed, relief flooding through him.

"Don't thank me yet," Ryder said with a smirk.

Xavier warily eyed the woman who had just saved him from the goblins. Her sword skills were unparalleled, and he couldn't help but be impressed by her bravery. He felt the rope dig into his wrists as he leaned forward for a better look.

"What is your name, my lady?" Xavier asked, trying to keep his voice calm.

The woman brought her dagger to his throat. "I'm no lady," she growled, her eyes narrowing. She said the words with such force that Xavier thought there was something wounded about her answer. She was certainly a woman, and one more beautiful than Xavier could ever remember seeing. But she had a fierceness about her that made Xavier fear she would use the knife in her hands against him.

Xavier felt fear grip him as he realized that this mystery woman had not rescued him out of kindness. She had only slain the goblins so she could use him for purposes of her own.

"Who are you?" Xavier asked, his voice trembling.

The woman's eyes softened slightly as she lowered her dagger. "I am Ryder, the best sword fighter in the world," she replied, her tone matter of fact.

Xavier studied her, noting the way she carried herself with confidence and strength. He had never seen a woman carry herself like this before. He wondered what had led her to become a sword fighter, and why she was so guarded.

"What do you want from me?" Xavier asked, still wary of this powerful woman. In answer, Ryder slid her dagger into its sheath and began tugging off Xavier’s boot.

“You’re robbing me too? I already told the goblins I have nothing of value.”

“We shall see,” Ryder replied, pulling off his other boot and turning it over. Nothing fell out.

“See?” Xavier said. “Please, I need my boots. They are of rough leather, but–”

Xavier could not go on. Ryder had begun tugging at his pant leg. He could feel his baggy pants begin to slide off him.

“What are you doing?” Xavier asked, as Ryder proceeded to pull his pants off. He gave a feeble kick, but stopped when Ryder gave him a hard stare.

“Kick one more time, make just one more move, and when I’m done with you I’ll cut off your balls and take ‘em with me after I’m done.”

Xavier felt a rush of fear. This woman was capable of anything. He didn’t dare move as she finished removing his trousers, leaving his bare ass in the dirt.

“I have nothing you want,” Xavier said feebly.

“I’m sure that’s true,” said Ryder, her eyes traveling to his cock. “No man ever has what I want. But I make do with what I can find.”

Xavier’s fear mixed with pleasure as Ryder reached down and gently wrapped her slender fingers around his cock. With her touch, he became instantly hard. For a peevish mage with little experience with women, he knew that he had at least one advantage. Unlike the rest of him, his cock was unusually large.

Ryder watched with satisfaction as Xavier’s cock stiffened and grew larger in her hand. With a single flick of her wrist, her armor disappeared and Xavier could admire this mystery woman’s incredible body.

With his hands still bound to the tree, Xavier watched in amazement as Ryder spread her legs and lowered herself slowly on top of him, guiding him into her with her hand. The head of Xavier’s cock stiffened on contact with Ryder’s warm wetness.

As she rode him, Xavier thought that she must be the most beautiful woman in the world and that he was desperate to please her however he could. He knew that she was capable of anything if he left her disappointed, and he willed himself to last as long as possible. Ryder cooed as she rubbed Xavier’s cock into her, a grin forming on her face as she rode him.

“You’re bigger than I thought you’d be,” she said, eyes still half-closed in rapture.

“Thank you,” Xavier huffed.

“You have a wife?” she asked.

“No,” Xavier said quickly. “I’m a mage. I’m traveling to the citadel to–”

Ryder placed a hand gently over his mouth.

“Not now, mage,” Ryder said. “I’m trying to get off.”

“Right,” Xavier said. “Sorry.”

Ryder bounced on his lap, pressing his cock deeper into herself. She gave soft moans as his cock pressed deeper. Finally, Xavier could hold off no longer. He released an explosion of cum inside of Ryder. From the dreamy look in her eye, he knew he had succeeded in satisfying her. After a moment, she wiped the sweat from her brow.

“Thanks,” she said. “I needed that,”

She slid his cock out of her and stood. She snapped her fingers and her armor reappeared on her body, seeming to appear out of nowhere. Magic, Xavier thought. Though, of an ordinary kind. Any spellcaster could make enchanted armor.

She turned her back on him and prepared to go.

“You can’t just leave me!” Xavier protested.

“Hmm? Oh, alright,” said Ryder. She raised her sword and sliced through the ropes clean through without scraping the bark. It was an amazing feat worthy of the world’s greatest sword fighter.

Xavier rubbed his tender wrists, unsure of what to make of what had just happened.

“Shall we be off, then?” Ryder called over her shoulder. Xavier fumbled around, grabbing his pants and pulling them on. He grabbed his bag and ran after sure, unsure of what would happen but sure that it would be interesting.


2.

Xavier followed Ryder to a tavern, still trying to wrap his head around the fact that a woman had just saved his life and then proceeded to use him for her own pleasure. The men inside the tavern were rough and burly, but they all seemed to step back as Ryder approached the bar.

She ordered two ales and gestured for Xavier to sit next to her. As they drank, Xavier couldn't help but notice the way that Ryder carried herself with total confidence. He had never seen a woman so fearless, especially in a place like this.

After a few moments of silence, Ryder spoke up. "I have a proposition for you, mage," she said, looking directly at Xavier.

Xavier leaned forward, intrigued. "Go on," he prompted.

“You need to go to the citadel, but you’re weak. Pathetic. Helpless.”

“Well, I–”

“No, do not interrupt. You know magic, and it’s magic I need. I will take you unharmed to the citadel. Then, you will use your magic to release me from this curse.”

“Curse?” Xavier asked.

“I am not a woman,” Ryder said. Xavier looked at her quizzically. “This is not my true form. I was once a man. But I made a foolish wish.”

Ryder took a deep breath and then launched into her story. Ryder was known throughout the land as a fearless warrior, with unmatched skills with a sword. But though he was great, there were other men who were better. Stronger, more skilled men. Ryder wanted to beat them all. He wanted to know that he was invincible.

“I lived for nothing but the sword,” Ryder said. “I walked the countryside sticking my sword into any man I hated, or in any maiden I happened to fancy,” Ryder said with a sly grin. “But there was always the hunger to be greater, to be better. I could never be satisfied knowing another man was the better fighter.”

He had heard rumors of a powerful sorceress who could grant any wish for a price. Ryder was curious, and he sought out the witch to see if the rumors were true. When he finally found her, the witch demanded a hefty sum in exchange for her services. But Ryder was determined, and he agreed to pay the price.

"So you want to be greater than any man? To be the greatest sword fighter in the world?" the witch asked with a sly grin.

Ryder nodded confidently. He was eager to prove himself to all those who had doubted him.

The witch raised her hand and suddenly Ryder's world was turned upside down. He felt his muscles shrink, his bones rearrange, and his skin stretch. He screamed as his voice became higher pitched, his chest grew and his cock shrank and folded into the lips of a tight, wet pussy.

When the transformation was complete, Ryder looked down at his naked body to see that he had been changed into a woman. His rough exterior was soft, smooth. He was shocked by the sight of his now curvaceous figure and long hair. He felt violated and betrayed.

“What have you done to me, witch?” she screamed.

“No man is greater than you, my dear,” the witch said.

“If I had my sword, I would cut you down where you stood,” Ryder snapped.

“Well, try it with your scabbard then,” the old woman said. She cackled.

Terrified, Ryder ran from the witch's lair. She was met with stares and laughter, a strong warrior turned into a naked and vulnerable woman.

She planned to go back to the witch’s lair and cut her down. But to her amazement, Ryder discovered that the old woman had kept her promise. She was now a greater fighter than any man with a sword in her hand. But despite her success, she was still haunted by her transformation and the shame that came with it.

Xavier listened in disbelief as Ryder continued her story. He had heard of curses before, but he had never heard of one that could change someone's gender.

"I need your help, mage," Ryder said, finishing her tale. "Change me back. I’ll get you to the citadel in one piece. Just make me a man again."

Xavier took a moment to think over Ryder's proposition. He needed to get to the citadel, and he knew that the journey would be dangerous. Having a skilled fighter like Ryder as his escort would certainly make the journey easier.

But he knew that a curse like this could not be reversed, certainly not with his knowledge. Spellcasters and potion makers could not interfere with each other’s magic. But Ryder did not know this, which gave Xavier the advantage.

"I agree," Xavier said, holding out his hand to shake on it. The frightening and terrible woman seemed pleased. Despite his fear of her, Xavier had to admit to himself that she was beautiful. And now they were on a quest together. One that would surely end badly for him when she learned the truth. If they even made it that far.


3.

On the road, Xavier struggled to keep his gaze from lingering too long on Ryder. He couldn't help but be drawn to her and her stunning beauty. She was unlike anyone he had ever met before.

But Ryder noticed him staring and she didn't seem pleased. Suddenly, she spurred her horse forward, startling Xavier's horse and causing him to tumble into the dirt. Xavier groaned as he picked himself up, feeling embarrassed.

"You would do well to keep your mind on the road," Ryder said, her voice sharp. "I may look like a woman, but I am still a man at heart. Don’t forget it."

Xavier nodded, understanding the message she was trying to convey. "I apologize," he said. "I did not mean to stare."

Ryder gave a small nod, accepting his apology. "Just remember," she said. "I am the stronger of the two of us. You may have a cock, but I’m more of a man than you’ll ever be.”

Xavier held up his hands in surrender. He climbed back onto his horse, and they resumed their journey. After a few moments of silence, Xavier felt brave enough to ask–

“Ryder, I understand that you are a man and not a woman,” he said. She nodded. “But since that’s so, why did you…?”

“This body makes demands on me,” said Ryder simply. “I obey because I must. Everyone needs a release. Since we are traveling together, and you are ready at hand, I might just use you again before this journey is through.”

Xavier reflected on her words and hoped they were true.


4.

They made camp in a little clearing at nightfall. Sitting by the fire, Ryder magically removed her armor and Xavier couldn't help but admire her beauty.

"You're staring," she said, giving him a sharp look.

"I'm sorry," Xavier stammered, feeling embarrassed. "I just can't help it."

"Why?" Ryder asked, looking at him with a mixture of curiosity and skepticism. "Do you find me lovely?"

"Yes," Xavier admitted, feeling foolish. "You're beautiful."

"Ha!" Ryder let out a short laugh. "I'm not a woman, wizard. I'm still more of a man than you'll ever be."

Xavier felt a pang of sadness at her words. He had always felt like an outsider, even among his fellow mages. He had always struggled to live up to the expectations of his teachers. Now, he felt as if he was not even worthy of Ryder's respect.

"I know," he said, trying to keep the regret out of his voice. "I'm just not as strong as you are. But I promise to do my best to protect you on our journey."

"Good," Ryder said, looking at him with a newfound appreciation. "I'll expect no less from you."

Xavier watched as Ryder tended to the fire, poking at the flames with a stick. Despite her rough exterior, there was something undeniably beautiful about her. He couldn't help but be drawn to her, even as she made it clear that she wanted nothing to do with him.

"So, tell me about these potions of yours," Ryder said, glancing at Xavier. "What can they do?"

Xavier shrugged. "Well, I have a healing potion that can cure most injuries. I also have a sleeping potion that can knock someone out for a full night's rest."

"That's not very impressive," Ryder said, a hint of disdain in her voice.

"I may not be able to conjure up a feast, but my magic can save lives," Xavier retorted, feeling a bit defensive.

"I suppose," Ryder said with a shrug. "But I prefer to rely on my sword to protect myself. Magic can be unpredictable and unreliable."

“Ryder,” Xavier ventured. “Why did you wish to become the best sword fighter in the world?”

Ryder sighed and looked away, as if the answer was too painful to face. "I didn't just want to be the best sword fighter. I wanted to be greater than any man. I wanted to prove to the world that I was strong and capable, that I was not to be underestimated or looked down upon," she explained.

Xavier listened intently, understanding her pain all too well. He, too, had struggled with feeling like he was not good enough, not powerful enough.

"But I didn't realize the price I would pay for my wish," Ryder continued, looking down at her hands. "I wanted to be the best, but instead I became...this. A woman. Soft and pretty and weak."

Xavier reached out and took her hand, offering her comfort and understanding. "I'm sorry, Ryder. But I'm here with you, and I believe in you. You are more than your appearance, you are a fierce warrior, the best sword fighter in the world."

Ryder pulled her hand away and folded into her lap. The two sat in silence, looking into the fire and each other's eyes, until they drifted off to sleep.


5.

Xavier rubbed the sleep from his eyes as he sat up in his bedroll. The fire that they had built the night before had long since died down to just a few embers, casting a dim light over their campsite. He looked around, but there was no sign of Ryder. He rubbed his neck, still a little stiff from the previous day's journey.

He decided to go down to the river to freshen up and grab a drink. As he approached the water, he heard a soft splashing sound and stopped in his tracks. Curiosity getting the better of him, he carefully made his way towards the sound, ducking behind a tree for cover.

To his surprise, he saw Ryder, fully nude, bathing in the river. Her raven-black hair sparkled with droplets of water that were made radiant by the morning light. The locks fell upon her ample breasts and Xavier could feel himself stiffen again. He felt a pang of guilt for watching her like this, but couldn't seem to look away. Her body was toned and athletic, the muscles in her arms and legs rippling as she splashed water over herself. He could tell that she was a formidable fighter, despite her gender.

Finally, he tore his gaze away and stumbled back to the campsite, trying to shake off the feeling of guilt. He couldn't help but be grateful that she had not caught him looking at her. He sat down, still feeling a bit flustered, and began to cook breakfast.

Ryder appeared, dressed in her full armor, and sat down on a log, ready to enjoy the bacon and eggs Xavier had cooked for breakfast. She ate ravenously. When she was finished, she gazed off into the distance, lost in thought. Xavier wondered what was going on in her mind.

"What are you thinking about?" he asked.

"I'm making a list," she said simply. "A list of all the things I'll do when I become a man again."

Xavier felt a pang of sadness in his chest. He had lied to Ryder about being able to reverse the curse. He had grown to love her, but he knew that her wish was to become a man again. He struggled to fight his attraction to her, knowing that it would never work out.

"What kind of things?" he asked, trying to keep his voice steady.

"Just things," she said with a shrug. "Fuck a woman, wrestle a man into submission, walk through the village drunk with my cock out for everyone to see."

Xavier nodded, trying to understand. He knew that he had to come clean and tell her the truth about the curse, but he wasn't sure how to do it. He didn't want to hurt her or make her feel like she was trapped in a woman's body forever.

They ate breakfast in silence, both lost in their own thoughts. As they packed up their things, Xavier knew that he needed to find the right moment to tell her the truth. He just hoped that she would understand.


6.

As they traveled, Xavier couldn't help but think about Ryder and what he would do when she realized there was no potion that could return her manhood. The guilt ate at him, knowing that he had led her on this journey under false pretenses. But as he thought about it, he remembered that the citadel was home to wizards with ancient knowledge of love spells. Perhaps there was someone who would know how to reverse the curse.

And if not, then perhaps there was another solution. Xavier had heard stories of love potions that could make someone love you forever, and he had always thought they were just fairy tales. But if he could just find the right wizard at the citadel, he might be able to make Ryder fall in love with him. He felt a glimmer of hope, and he started to plan.

He would find the right wizard and ask for the love potion. He would make sure that the potion was safe for Ryder and wouldn't have any adverse effects. Then he would slip it into her drink and watch as she fell head over heels in love with him. He would be able to keep her by his side forever, and they would live a happy life together.

But as he continued to think about it, he couldn't shake the feeling of guilt. He had grown to care for Ryder, and he couldn't imagine hurting her. He had promised to make her a man again, and now he was thinking of making her love him forever? He felt ashamed of himself. He was torn between his feelings for Ryder and his own desires. He decided to push the thought to the back of his mind and focus on getting to the citadel. He would figure out the rest when they arrived.

But he wouldn’t get the chance to think more. Because at that moment an arrow struck the tree in front of him.


7.

Xavier felt his heart pounding in his chest as he heard the sound of the arrow flying past his ear. He turned to see Ryder riding towards him, her sword drawn and a fierce look in her eyes. "Ride hard and fast!" she shouted to him, urging him to move.

Xavier spurred his horse on, but an arrow pierced the animal's neck and it reared in pain, throwing Xavier to the ground. He saw the horse's legs give way as it screamed and died. In a panic, he scrambled to his feet, grabbing his staff and looking around for any sign of danger.

Ryder rode up to him, her sword at the ready. "Who is attacking us?" Xavier asked, his voice shaking.

"Bandits," Ryder replied tersely. "They must have seen us and thought we would be easy prey."

Xavier realized that they were in serious trouble. The bandits in these woods were known for their ruthlessness and their skill with a bow. He looked around, trying to assess the situation, but all he could see was dense forest on either side of the road. He had never felt more vulnerable.

"I will protect you," Ryder said firmly. "But we need to move quickly. The bandits will be upon us soon."

Xavier nodded, his heart filled with gratitude for this fierce and fearless woman who was willing to risk her life for him. He climbed onto her horse. As they rode, Xavier could feel his heart pounding in his chest, but he refused to let his fear get the best of him. He was determined to make it to the citadel, no matter what it took.

Xavier and Ryder rode through the night, the moon and stars their only source of light. As dawn approached, Ryder's horse began to tire. It was clear that the animal needed water and food, but there was nothing in sight. Xavier noticed how Ryder's expression changed from determination to concern as the horse began to stumble.

"I need to rest, the horse needs to rest," Ryder said, her voice hoarse from the long night of riding.

Xavier knew that they couldn't stay in one place for too long, but he also saw how much Ryder cared for her horse. He couldn't bear to see her so upset, so he offered to revive the horse with a potion.

"I can make a potion that will revive the horse," Xavier said. "Just give me a minute to gather some herbs."

Xavier went to work, picking herbs and mixing them together. He carefully placed the herbs in his hand, then he approached the horse and offered it to her. The horse hesitated for a moment, then licked the herbs from Xavier's hand.

Instantly, the horse's energy was restored. Its eyes brightened and it neighed, eager to continue their journey.

"You did it," Ryder said, a smile spreading across her face. "You really are a skilled mage."

"I try," Xavier said, smiling back at her.

They continued on their journey, the horse leading the way. Xavier and Ryder rode in comfortable silence, the only sounds were the horse's hooves and the rustling of leaves.


8.

Xavier and Ryder rode towards a small town, the tension palpable in the air.

"We should disguise ourselves," she said. "The bandits will be looking for wealthy travelers, so we will be a merchant and a merchant's wife. Which one do you want to be?" Ryder asked, a hint of amusement in her voice.

Xavier smiled and replied, "I’ll be the merchant."

“Are you sure you can pull it off? You, a merchant? I think you’d make a handsome bride.”

Ryder's laughter echoed through the morning air. As they passed through the town, Xavier caught sight of the wary looks from the villagers, but he kept his chin high and his eyes straight ahead.

He wondered what the townspeople would do if they knew that he was a mage, traveling with a man cursed to become a woman. But he pushed the thought from his mind and continued on, pretending to be a wealthy merchant and his wife. He put a hand on Ryder’s thigh, and to her surprise she left it there, placing her own hand atop his.

A passing innkeeper saw them in the road. “Roams for rent!” he called out.

“Oh, no thank you–” Xavier started to say when he was interrupted by Ryder.

“Thank you, sir,” she said. “We are quite tired and would love a place to lie down.”

Without waiting for him, Ryder dismounted and Xavier was forced to follow after her into the inn. 


9.

Xavier listened to the innkeeper’s footsteps as they disappeared down the staircase. He looked at Ryder, who looked back at him with a catlike intensity. He felt very much like prey, and he liked the feeling.

“Some rules before we start,” she said, drawing closer to him. “No kissing, no talking, and don’t be gentle. Understand?”

Xavier nodded, all that he could manage to do as, with a flick of her wrist, Ryder’s armor vanished and he was treated to the sight of her luscious black hair creeping like vines towards her bare breasts, her hourglass hips, the thin line of her pussy between her legs.

“Disrobe,” she commanded. Xavier fumbled with his shirt, trying to get his head and arms out of the hole at the same time. When he pulled the garment over his head, he found Ryder was already on her knees in front of him, tugging off his trousers as rudely as she had done in the woods. Her plump full lips curled into a smile as she watched his cock stiffen and rise. Watching her reaction, seeing her fascination with his tumescent member only made Xavier harder.

She’s insatiable, he thought. This was at least one way that Ryder was completely female. Despite her protestations, he could see from the way she looked at him that the curse had done something to her heart and mind as well as her body. She eagerly played the submissive role. As she slid the head of his cock past her lips, smacking her lips, he saw how hungry she was for his manhood.

Xavier sighed, then gasped as Ryder stuck him deeper into her. His wet shaft delighted at the taste of her tongue, the sensation erotic in a way he had never known. He had known other maidens before, but Xavier had never known anything like Ryder. She seemed to know his body better than he knew his own. He groaned gently as he felt himself sliding down her throat.

“Wait,” Xavier managed to say. Ryder let his wet cock slide out of her mouth with a loud smack.

“What could be so important you interrupt me now?” she asked.

Xavier looked at his potion bag on the inn table.

“Let me get me something out of my bag,” he said. Ryder huffed, smacking his thigh gently with the back of her hand in mock protest. 

“Not now,” she said petulantly. “I was having fun.”

She pressed her face close to his cock, breathing deep the smell of his pubic hair.

“You’ll have even more with this,” Xavier said. “I promise.”

Xavier crossed the few paces to the table, his hard cock swinging wildly as he did so. After fumbling through his bag, he pulled out a small tincture with a purple liquid inside.

“What is it?” Ryder said, feigning boredom.

“You’ll see,” Xavier said. “Get on the bed and spread your legs.”

“You dare tell me what to do?” she said with a smile.

“If you don’t do what I say, you can play with your pussy all by yourself tonight,” Xavier said, with mock bravado. Ryder turned her head quizzically as she looked at him.

“Not bad, mage,” she said. “I almost believe you.”

Cheerfully, she rose from her knees and lay down on the bed with her legs in the air. Xavier climbed onto the bed and lowered himself so that he was inches from Ryder’s pussy. He nuzzled it gently, enjoying the smell of it. He kissed her outer lips then slid his tongue between her soft folds. As he played with her clit with his tongue, he could smell the juices that were building up inside of her. When he was sure that she was ready, he thrust his cock inside of her.

Ryder gasped as he went in, moaning softly with each thrust.

“Now for the main event,” Xavier thought. Taking the small tincture that he’d been keeping in his palm, he pulled off the tiny glass top and drank down the potion in one big gulp. Xavier felt the heat from the potion traveling in a straight line down his throat, warming his belly, and then flowing into his cock.

“Ohh, gods!” Ryder called out as she felt his cock expanding inside her. He was already large, but the potion extended the size and girth of his cock until he was nearly as long and hard as two men together. Ryder’s muscles clenched involuntarily, rubbing him from the inside.

Her face scrunched in discomfort, and for a moment Xavier wondered if he should stop. But Ryder’s wail as she relaxed and let him deeper inside. Sweat poured out of him as he thrust himself into her again and again. When he finally came, Ryder sneezed and Xavier thought with a smile that he had sent his seed straight up through her sinuses, though that was patently absurd.

Exhausted and overcome with bliss, Ryder sunk into the bed with a dreamy look on her satisfied face.

“Not bad, mage,” she said, still panting slightly.

“I told you my magic was useful,” he said with a smile.

“Yesss,” she said, letting the word drawl on. “Just don’t think this means anything. The curse gives me these cravings. Any man’s cock would have sufficed. Well, almost.”

She turned on her side, directing her body away from him. Xavier felt at first she was teasing him. The sex had been transformative, explosive. She was toying with him when she said it meant nothing. But in a few moments, Ryder’s snoring let Xavier know that she was dead asleep. 

Xavier sat in a nearby chair and watched her, lost in thought.  Could it be that the curse had affected her more than she let on? Xavier couldn't shake the thought that she only pretended that feminine feelings were the result of some curse. That she felt real feelings of love deep down within her.

As he watched her sleep, he thought about their journey ahead and the challenge that lay ahead. He had promised her a potion to turn her back into a man, but the truth was that he could not deliver on that promise. He felt guilty for misleading her, but at the same time he didn't want to lose her.

He thought about the citadel and the wizards who lived there. They were said to have ancient knowledge of love spells, but would they be able to help him? He didn't know, but he was willing to try.


10.

The next morning, Xavier woke up to find himself wrapped around Ryder, his arm snug around her waist. She was fast asleep, her breathing slow and even. Xavier felt a warm flush spread through him as he realized what he had done. He had wrapped himself around her without even realizing it. It felt so comfortable, so right.

Suddenly, Ryder stirred and opened her eyes. She looked up at him, annoyance evident in her gaze. She gently pushed him away and sat up.

"What do you think you're doing?" she asked, her voice low and even.

Xavier rubbed the sleep from his eyes, trying to think of an explanation. He felt ashamed and exposed, as if his feelings for Ryder were written all over his face. He cleared his throat and stammered, "I-I'm sorry. I didn't mean to do that. It was nothing."

Ryder gave him a hard look, her eyes blazing with anger. "Don’t forget that what happened last night was nothing. I am still a man," she said firmly. "I may have been transformed, but that doesn't change the fact that I am still a man. I have no feelings for you, and I don't want your feelings getting in the way of our journey."

Xavier nodded, understanding her point. He knew that he needed to keep his feelings in check, but it was becoming more and more difficult every day.

As Ryder slipped into her magic armor, Xavier couldn't help but watch in awe. The way she moved with grace and confidence, it was almost like she was a different person. And in a way, she was. The woman he had gotten a glimpse of the night before was hidden from view, concealed behind the shiny steel skin she wore to protect herself.

As the days passed and they continued their journey, the thought of his plan to make Ryder fall in love with him using a potion weighed heavily on Xavier's mind. He knew that if he failed to give her the potion, she would hate him forever for lying to her. It seemed like this was the only way.

Xavier pushed away his thoughts as he mounted his own horse. He would worry about the potion later, for now, he had to focus on their journey. They rode into the unknown, facing whatever came their way together.


11.

Xavier and Ryder rode on without trouble until the second day. Just as the sun was about to set, Xavier saw a group of men standing in the road.

As Xavier and Ryder approached men, Xavier's heart raced with fear. He had heard stories of dangerous bandits who would rob and kill travelers who crossed their path. Ryder, on the other hand, was calm and collected. She had faced far worse in her life as a knight.

"Brigands," Ryder whispered to Xavier, who nodded in understanding.

The men sneered as they saw the two travelers and their horses, obviously sizing them up as easy targets. Ryder reached down to her saddlebags and pulled out her sword. The men, seeing her determination, drew their weapons as well.

"Clear the road," Ryder commanded, her voice ringing out in the stillness of the evening. The men laughed at the idea of a woman telling them what to do.

But Ryder wasn't just any woman. She was a skilled warrior, the best sword fighter in the world. As one of the men stepped forward, Ryder sprang into action. With lightning-fast speed, she swung her sword and cut him down. The other men were taken aback by the sudden loss of one of their own, but they quickly rallied and began to attack Ryder from all sides.

Ryder sent a gash through the chest of one man, and sent the tip of her blade straight through the throat of another. The men reigned down blows with their swords, but Ryder was the great sword fighter in the world and easily deflected their blows, slashing in turn with deadly accuracy.

But as the last man fell, Ryder stumbled. She had taken a wound to the shoulder. Xavier quickly dismounted and went to her side. "You're hurt," he said, concern etched in his voice.

"It's just a scratch," Ryder replied, trying to play it off as if it was nothing.

Xavier quickly searched through his saddlebags for the herbs he needed to make a healing potion. With shaking hands, he mixed the herbs together, murmuring incantations under his breath. When the potion was ready, he hurried over to Ryder and applied it to her wounds.

The instant the potion touched her skin, her wounds began to close and heal.

“Thanks,” she said. “That’s the second best potion you’ve come up with on this journey. You’re proving pretty useful, mage,” said Ryder. Xavier was relieved, feeling assured in himself as a potion master.

The men dead on the ground gave Xavier a sense of satisfaction. They had underestimated the two of them, and they had lost. Xavier was proud of the team he and Ryder made. But he knew that it could not last. As they rode off, Xavier thought about what would happen when there were no more brigands to fight and they finally reached the citadel. Ryder would know that he lied to her. What would stop her from cutting him down just as easily as she did those men?

She had fought alongside him this time, but that wouldn’t last. What would happen when she finally learned the truth? The night was warm but he shivered at the thought.


12.

As they grew closer, Xavier knew it was time to come clean about his abilities as a mage. He had been keeping a terrible secret from her and it weighed heavily on his conscience.

"Ryder, there's something I need to tell you," Xavier said, his voice unsteady. "I've been lying to you about my powers."

"What are you talking about?" Ryder asked, her eyes narrowing.

"The curse that made you a woman. I can't undo it. I don't have the power to reverse it," Xavier admitted, feeling the weight of his guilt settle upon him.

Ryder's expression changed from confusion to anger in an instant. "You mean, this entire time you've been leading me on, giving me false hope?" she exclaimed.

"I'm sorry, Ryder. I should have told you the truth from the beginning. I just couldn't bear the thought of losing you," Xavier said, reaching out to take her hand.

But Ryder yanked her hand away, her eyes flashing with anger. "I should cut off your cock and feed it to you, you swine!" she shouted, her voice echoing through the forest.

“I’m sorry. I thought maybe someone at the citadel would know a way to help you. It’s just that potions and curses are different kinds of magic, and–”

Xavier felt the wind go out of him as Ryder slugged him hard in the stomach. He gasped for breath as he waited for the next blow to come. Instead, Ryder walked away from him into the clearing and let out a wail.

Xavier felt as if a knife had been plunged into his heart. He had never meant to hurt Ryder, only to help her. Now, he feared that he had lost her forever.

A few hours later, she returned to camp but did not say a word to him. For the rest of the day, the weight of Xavier's confession weighed heavy on both of them. Ryder was distant and quiet, still grappling with the truth that she would never be a man again. Xavier, meanwhile, felt guilty for lying to her and worried that she would never forgive him.

As he made a fire, Xavier tried to start conversations, but Ryder would give short answers and turn away. He could see the hurt and anger in her eyes, and it tore him apart.

"Ryder, I know you're upset with me," he said. "And I don't blame you. I should never have lied to you about the spell. I'm so sorry."

Ryder looked up at him, her eyes filled with tears. "Why did you lie to me, Xavier?" she asked. "You knew that I was relying on you to break the curse. And now, I'll be stuck like this forever."

Xavier hung his head, unable to meet her gaze. "I was afraid," he said. "Afraid that you would leave me if you knew the truth. I know that's no excuse, but I hope you can forgive me."

"Xavier," she said, her voice shaking with emotion. "I’m going to find a way to prove you wrong. I will be a man again. And on that day, I’ll find you. And shove my fat cock straight up your ass."

Xavier hung his head in shame. He had never intended for things to turn out this way, but he could not deny the truth. He knew that he had broken Ryder's heart and that there was no turning back.

"I understand," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "I am so sorry, Ryder. I never meant to hurt you."

But his words were not enough to heal the wounds that he had inflicted. Ryder packed her horse and left, leaving Xavier alone with his thoughts and his regrets.


13.

As the night grew darker and the stars came out, Xavier found himself completely lost in the dense forest. He tried retracing his steps, but everything looked the same in the dark. He was cold, hungry, and scared. He wished that Ryder was by his side, but she was gone, and he had no one to turn to.

He pushed on, determined to find his way to the citadel. He searched for any sign of civilization, but the forest was silent. He was about to give up hope when he heard the distant sound of rushing water. He followed the sound, and it led him to a small stream. He drank from the stream and rested for a while, feeling a little bit better.

Xavier had just closed his eyes, exhausted from the day's events, when he heard a twig snap nearby. Startled, he sat up and saw that he was surrounded by another group of scoundrels just like the ones Ryder had dispatched in the road. They leered at him, unsheathing their weapons as they closed in.

"Well, well, well," one of the brigands sneered, a tall man with a bushy beard. "If it isn't the fancy mage. I didn't think we'd be seeing you again so soon."

Xavier's mind raced as he tried to come up with a plan. But before he could even think of a way to escape, the brigands had him tied up and gagged, with his arms bound behind his back.

"Let's go, boys," the tall brigand said, giving a nod. "We've got what we came for."

Xavier was roughly hoisted to his feet, and he was marched through the forest as the sun began to set. He had no idea where they were taking him, or what they planned to do with him, but he knew one thing for certain: he was in a lot of trouble.


14.

The brigands dragged Xavier to their camp and showed them the cauldron they had set up. "You will make potions for us now," said the tall brigand, whose name was Talon. "What kind of potions?" Xavier asked. "The kind that bring kingdoms to their knees. Now mix up something that will let me breath fire now!"

Xavier was taken aback by the demand, but he knew he needed to keep calm and figure a way out of this. He looked at the cauldron and the ingredients the brigands had provided. He realized that this was his chance to prove his worth as a mage. He focused his mind and began to mix the ingredients together, using his magic to control the flames and create the potion.

As the potion simmered, the tall brigand, Talon, watched closely, his hand never straying far from the hilt of his sword. Xavier could feel the pressure of Talon's gaze, but he refused to let it affect him. He needed to focus on the task at hand.

Finally, the potion was ready. Xavier carefully poured it into a flask and handed it to Talon, who sniffed it suspiciously before handing it to one of his men. The man drank the potion and, to Xavier's relief, nothing happened.

"It's not working," said the man.

Talon took the flask from him and drank it himself. Again, nothing happened.

"What is this?" Talon demanded, his face contorted with anger.

Xavier met his gaze, trying to remain calm despite the dangerous situation. "It is a potion that requires the imbiber to have magical abilities," he said. "It will not work on someone without such abilities."

Talon's eyes narrowed. "You're lying," he growled.

Xavier shook his head. "I assure you, I am not."

The tall brigand stepped forward, his hand going to his sword. "I don't believe you," he said. "But I'm willing to give you one more chance. Make us another potion, this time something that will actually work."

Xavier had no choice but to comply. He focused his mind and mixed another potion, hoping that this one would satisfy the brigands. He had to keep them calm and not let his fear show. He handed the new potion to Talon, who drank it and waited for the effects to take hold.

When Talon drank the second potion, he crumpled to the ground, writhing in pain. His body convulsed as his screams filled the clearing. The other brigands, horrified by what they were witnessing, stepped back as they realized that Xavier had betrayed them.

Just as they were about to turn on Xavier and exact their revenge, Ryder appeared out of the brush, her sword drawn and gleaming in the light. "Leave him alone," she commanded, stepping forward to stand protectively in front of Xavier.

The brigands hesitated for a moment, sizing up Ryder and her skill with a sword. But then, as one, they charged forward, brandishing their weapons and shouting insults.

Ryder stood her ground, her sword flashing in the light as she fended off the attackers. Despite being outnumbered, she fought with skill and ferocity, striking down one brigand after another until there were none left standing.

With the threat neutralized, Ryder helped Xavier to his feet. "Are you okay?" she asked, concern etched on her face.

Xavier nodded, still stunned by the turn of events. "Thank you," he said, his voice filled with gratitude. "I thought I was done for."

Ryder simply nodded, sheathing her sword. "Let's get out of here," she said, taking Xavier by the hand and leading him away from the fallen brigands and the smoldering remains of the cauldron.


15.

Xavier felt relief but also confusion as he rode away on Ryder’s mount.

“Why did you come back for me?” he asked.

“You would have died had I not,” she answered. 
“And thought bothers you?” he asked.

“Yes, I suppose it does,” she said.

As they rode through the forest, Xavier said, "I have to tell you something," he said, his eyes shining with sincerity.

Ryder looked at him warily. "What is it?" she asked.

"I want you to know," Xavier said, "that even though you may never be a man again, you are still the bravest knight I have ever known."

Ryder raised an eyebrow, trying to hide the warmth that was spreading through her chest. "You don't have to sugarcoat it for me, Xavier," she said gruffly. "I know the truth."

Xavier shook his head. "It is no idle talk, Ryder. It's the truth. I've seen you in battle, and I've seen you face challenges that would have broken most people. And you come out on the other side, stronger and more determined than ever. That takes real courage, and I admire you for it."

Ryder was touched by Xavier's words, but she refused to let it show. "Thanks, I guess," she said, her voice barely more than a grumble.

Xavier smiled, knowing that she was trying to hide her emotions. "You don't have to pretend with me, Ryder," he said. "I know what you're feeling, and I'm here for you, no matter what."

Ryder was quiet for a moment, and then she kicked her horse to spur him on. "Come on," she said, her voice a little less gruff. "We've got a long way to go before we reach the citadel."


16.

As Xavier and Ryder approached the gates to the citadel, they were met by a high, stone wall that stretched as far as the eye could see in either direction. The wall was lined with guards, who watched the travelers with wary eyes, their weapons at the ready.

The citadel was a city within a city, a place where the most powerful mages in the land trained and honed their skills. The wall that surrounded the city was not just for show; it was there to protect the secrets and knowledge within.

Beyond the gates, the city was a maze of cobblestone streets and tall, towering buildings. There were intricate, ivy-covered structures made of ancient stone, and magnificent towers that scraped the sky. The air was thick with the smell of incense and magic. It was a place where the impossible was made possible, where spells were cast and potions brewed.

Everywhere they looked, there were students in long robes, hurrying from one building to another, carrying books, scrolls, and strange instruments. They all looked so serious, as if they bore the weight of the world on their shoulders. And in a way, Xavier thought, they did. The mages of the citadel were the ones who held the power to shape the future of the kingdom.

For a moment, Xavier felt a pang of doubt. Was he really ready for this? But then he looked at Ryder, and her determination gave him the courage he needed. He was ready. Together, they stepped through the gates.

“No swords, no armor within the city walls,” the guard said. Ryder grumbled.

As the guard took Ryder's weapons, Xavier could see the pain in her eyes. He knew that it was difficult for her to give up her armor, which was a symbol of her identity as a knight. But he also knew that the citadel was a place of peace and learning, where violence was forbidden.

Once they entered the citadel, Xavier led Ryder to the great hall, where the masters of the mage council awaited them. The room was filled with the scent of burning candles and incense, and the air was thick with the sound of whispers and hushed conversation.

Xavier stepped forward and announced their arrival. "Masters, I have returned with my companion, Ryder. She has been my protector and ally on our journey here."

The masters looked up from their books and scrolls, and one of them, a wise and withered old man, spoke up. "Welcome, Xavier. And to you, Ryder. Now, for what have you come?”

“Oh, yes,” said Xavier. “I want to study as a mage. To be your apprentice.”

“Follow me,” said the mage. “Your companion can explore the city while she waits.”

Ryder nodded and Xavier watched her walk into a courtyard.

“Are you prepared?” the old mage asked. Xavier nodded. “Very well, then. Let’s begin.”


17.

Xavier approached the cauldron nervously, his heart pounding in his chest. He had studied the art of potion making for years, but now that he was being tested, he felt as though he had forgotten everything. He took a deep breath and tried to clear his mind, but his thoughts kept drifting back to Ryder.

The old mage watched him carefully, his piercing eyes scanning Xavier's every move. "Well?" he asked impatiently. "What are you waiting for?"

Xavier picked up the pestle and began to grind the ingredients together, his hands shaking slightly. He added the ingredients to the cauldron, stirring the mixture carefully. But the dark green color he had been expecting did not materialize. Instead, it remained a brackish black.

He stepped away from the potion table and confessed to the old mage that his heart was indeed distracted. "I'm sorry, but I cannot focus on magic right now. My thoughts are elsewhere," he said, looking down at the ground, feeling ashamed.

The old mage smiled and placed a hand on Xavier's shoulder. "It's okay, young one. Many before you have struggled with the same dilemma. Love and magic are powerful forces, and sometimes they can conflict with one another."

Xavier looked up, surprised by the old mage's understanding. "What should I do?" he asked.

"Follow your heart," the old mage replied. "That is the greatest magic of all. You will find that if your intentions are pure and driven by love, the magic will flow through you effortlessly."

Xavier thanked the old mage for his wisdom and left the room, his mind made up. He found Ryder outside, pacing back and forth. When she saw him, she asked how the exam went.

Xavier told her the truth, that he had failed because his heart was distracted. "I cannot concentrate on magic when all I can think about is you," he said.

“You bring me all this way under false pretenses and then, after all that–”

Xavier didn’t let her finish berating him. He pressed his lips to hers, and to his relief she did not take them away.

“Are you unhappy as a woman?” he asked her. She did not answer. He shook her gently. “Are you not happier with me than as some thug scouring the countryside for someone to fight?”

“Watch yourself, mage,” Ryder said, her eyes narrowing. “I could cut you in half.”

“But you won’t. I know you won’t. Because I love you, and you love me.”

“I don’t,” she said, without much feeling.

“Then stop me from kissing you,” he said, drawing her nearer. Their eyes met, noses touching as Xavier kissed his beautiful exotic woman gently and passionately.

“You’re mine, knight,” he said. “And your place is by my side. Forever.”


18.

It had been a year since Xavier had first set foot into the citadel, and he had learned much in that time. He was now a respected mage, and his skills had grown considerably. He had even traveled to remote parts of the kingdom to collect rare herbs, and now he was back home.

As he approached his cottage, he could see Ryder waiting for him by the door. She had a warm smile on her face, and as he approached, she greeted him with a kiss. Xavier felt a rush of love and affection as he hugged her.

He admired her pregnant belly, gently rubbing it as they hugged. She had truly embraced her femininity, and the simple peasant dress she wore only accentuated her beauty. She looked so different from the gruff knight he had first met on his journey, but he loved her all the same.

"Welcome home, my love," Ryder said, kissing him again. "I've missed you so much."

Xavier smiled. "I've missed you too. It's good to be back."

As they entered the cottage, Xavier couldn't help but think about how far they had come since their journey together. He was grateful for every moment they had shared, and he knew that their future would be filled with love, happiness, and magic.
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